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	1. Prologue

**Disclaimer: I don't own How to train your dragon **

Prologue

I'm out here all alone with the deep blue waves lapping at the side of the small wooden fishing boat I'm sitting in. I can see the island with my village on in the distance lit up brightly by the mid-day sun.

"Uugh" I moan to myself, "This is so stupid, I've never caught a fish in my life and that's not going to change today" I complain pulling up the empty fishing net for what feels like the 1000th time.

I hate fishing but "I have to pull my weight" I repeat it in a sarcastic tone, I know the real reason I'm out here. They just don't want me around the village as they think I'll create even more trouble. "It's not my fault the torch I happened to lean on was loose" I say hitting my fist against the side of the boat.

I rummage around through the overly large old bag I had brought with me. I extract myself with some bread in my hands. "Why couldn't I have been a bread making Viking?" I question "Would have been better for everyone". I tuck into my meal while thinking about what I had achieved with this 'fishing trip'. I was supposed to be filling the bag with fish but at the moment I've taken more from it then put back. "Why do the god hate me?" I sigh and hang my head "Well I better get back to fishing". I finish my lunch of bread while in deep thought.

It had gotten a fair amount darker and later in the day when suddenly the net is tugged and the end starts sliding off the end of the boat. I jolt up and leap for the net, "oh no you don't, not this time". I start pulling in the net excitedly as this could be the first ever fish I've ever caught. I haul the net up and onto the deck and start searching for the fish frantically.

"Oh" I state lackadaisically holding up the old smelly slightly chewed boot. Being caught up in the excitement then the immense disappointment I hadn't noticed that the waves had become choppy and the sun was blocked out by the dark storm clouds forming overhead. Reality hit when a large wave collided with the boat nearly knocking me off my feet.

I start panicking and rush to hoist the sail, but I know that this boat isn't meant to handle this kind of weather. "How can this day get any worse" I yell over the storm. I here the distant rumble of thunder as the rain starts coming down in bucket loads. I'm steering the boat back towards home when a particularly bad wave hits and the old worn rudder breaks off with a resounding crack.

So now I'm cold, wet and stuck on a boat with no control. I let out a groan of frustration "Can I do nothing right?!" I shout. The temporary lack in concentration meant the wooden beam with the sail attached could come flying round the mast and hit me straight it the back of the head. "Owww" I moan from the deck of the ship having be thrown to the floor from the impact. I try to sit up but everything goes dark...


	2. Chapter 1 -Arrival

****Before we start i'd like to say a few words. Nitwit, blubber, oddment, tweak. Thank you****

Chapter 1 - Arrival

I open my eyes slowly, only to get blinded by the morning sun. I quickly throw a hand over my eyes to shield them from its rays. Abruptly I start coughing and roll over onto my front where I pass out again...

For the second time today I awake only to find that it's nearly evening. I groan to myself and sit up, the world rights it's self and I begin to look around. I appear to be in the wreak of my boat on a beach I've never seen before.

"Great, just great" I say slightly frustrated. Well I better start somewhere, so I start searching the small ship for any supplies that I could use. I didn't bring much with me, just the essentials which I had put in a chest. The problem being I can't see it anywhere. Guess I'll have to make do with what I've got with me. I start working on getting the most out of the wreak. Well the sail, rope and fishing nets could be useful; the wood could be an easy fuel for a fire rather than searching for driftwood.

I have gathered an arm-full of things that have been deemed useful, when I hear a faint rustling fairly near to me. I put it off as the wind and continue collecting until I hear it again but this time much closer and louder. "H-hello" I stutter and the rustling immediately ceases.

I'm now scared and scanning the foliage for any signs of movement, my breath catches in my throat as I spot big green eyes staring at me. I back away slightly being careful not to trip over rocks embedded in the sandy beach. I back away faster trying to put as much space as I can between myself and it. A gasp escapes my lips as I can see it now, it's a dragon with scales as black as the night. I can only assume this is what a night fury looks like. Terrified I scramble backwards to distance myself from the beast.

I trip and fall into the remains of the boat, damaging it further with a loud crack. Splinters fly everywhere and I release a moan of pain "Owww". I sit up to see the 'night fury' staring at me, wide eyed in what I can only assume to be fright. But dragons can't think, can then? They are just mindless killing beasts, aren't they? It apparently saw me staring and fled off into the forest, leaving me contemplating all that I had been taught as a child. Right up until my tummy rumbled, "I'm on it" I sigh, get to my feet and start picking up the stuff I had dropped. I pile all the stuff into my arms and start walking.

Upon closer inspection the part of the island I can see looks very beautiful in the setting sun. There were some tall rocky cliffs that seemed to have a small crevasse in the side. I squeezed through and dragged my supplies in after. I look around and see that this 'cove' is surrounded by a tall cliff on the side I came in on and opposite me there is a small incline leading up to another dense forest of towering pine trees. "I can't believe I'm saying this but, this is ... nice" I state to no one but myself.

I start laying out my things in an orderly fashion when I realise that in one of the nets is a fish, "Hey look, maybe I'm not so useless after all" I say in surprise. I run back out and start grabbing bundles of wood from my use to be ship to bring back to my 'camp'. After I dump the last useful scraps of wood into the heap with the rest, I say "Maybe there is still hope for me". I look off into space and start thinking about the day's events. I think about the dragon, "that can't have been real, can it?" I wonder aloud, "I mean, no one has ever seen a night fury and lived to tell the tale".

I stop thinking about it when I start shivering and realise that the sun has set and that it's getting dark. I struggle a little with my flint and steel but eventually get a nice fire going, I put the fish on a stick and begin cooking it. It smells so delicious after not eating for at least a day. I don't care that the blazing fire is probably obvious to anyone or anything on this island, all I care about right now is the prospect of getting food.

I finish my supper of fish I pulled the sail over myself like a blanket. I am content with my situation compared to yesterday. Yesterday I was cold, wet and stuck on a boat whereas now I'm warm, dry and fed. I drift off to sleep in the warmth of the fire...

****Reviews are appreciated, especially constructive criticism****


End file.
